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Enter the WONDERFUL WORLD Of AMAZING LIVE 


| SEA-MONKEYS. 


Own a BOWLFULL OF HAPPINESS — Instant PETS! 


Bex, Just ADD WATER—that’s ALL! In ONE SECOND your AMAZING Sea-Monkeys actually COME TO LIFE! Now, 
simply grow and enjoy the most adorable pets ever to bring smiles, laughter and fun into your ho! 


SO EAGER, TO PLEASE, THEY CAN EVEN BE TRAINED TO PERFORM TRICKS! 


s clowning around, these frolicsome pets swim, stunt and play games with each other. Because they 
so full of tricks, you'll never tire of watching them. And raising Sea-Monkeys is so easy even a six 


they require only a mini- ONE-YEAR SUPPLY 
are although they LOVE ARES 
in. Anyone who enjoys the PLASMA and 2 supply of 
company of pets will ADORE @APA OT ao 
Sea-Monkeys. Best of all, we gnificent fully-illustrated 
show you how t : Care, 
to obey your commands : 
tricks like a pack of 
i GROWTH GUARANTEE 
ned seals. What a ee 
all your frien 


UI Le5.x 
200 FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK, 10010 


T SOUNDS GREAT! Please my Sea-Monkey Kit(s) and my FREE supplies and 
guarantee. | must be 100% satisfied or you will refund my money. | enclose $1.00 
plus 30¢ shipping charges for each kit. 

kitts) 1 Cash () Check C) Money Order 
Total amount enclosed 


Address . 7 

city .. State ..... se 
= C1 SUPER-RUSH ORDERS (50¢ extra) 
SSB BBR ee eee 


«Tip 


DISCOVER THE HIDDEN SECRETS OF NATURE’S 
MOST EXOTIC AND MYSTERIOUS HOUSE PLANT! 


are VENUS FLY TRAP 


@ See how it lures, traps, eats and digests insects 
up to 20 times it’s size. 

@Learn how you can actually train it with a 
pencil to perform only for you. 


@ Feed it raw hamburger from your hand. 
@ Experiment with it at home or school. 


The Venus Fly Trap will grow easily in your home. only 

It blooms into a bright green leafed plant with pink 

and white flowers, In oniy 3-4 weeks $ 00 
and produces 6-12 traps per aan 

plant. Each pack comes Mirobar Sales Corp. a 

with soil, bulbs and a com- @ Dept. CWH- 102 

plete instruction booklet, @ 354 \hicd Avenue 

Altea ‘with, fascinating fact H Please send 7 Venus Fly Trap including soll, 
and hints. Mail in this bulbs and instruction booklet at once. 

coupon today and start @ gy bun pack — $1.00 + 35¢ postage and handiing 
Venus Fly Trap garden of 4-bulb pack — $2.00 + 25¢ postage and handling 
your own. You'll be De- CRUSH ORDERS add 25 cents. 


lighted! heme 


NNR Plant Pack-s1.5 scares 
< 4-Plant Pack—$2.25 city ‘siuie 


SERRE Mirobar Sales Corp. Dept. cWH-1028 
ee ~sS Uc perl aecaeh th cal Aa ssl @—=sNew York State Resident 


964 Third Ayenve 
New York, N.Y. 10022 a Sana 
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[Froressor RAYMOND PB 
WELCOMED THE 

TU 

ER 


FOR YOUR KINO 
INVITATION / 


TAKE 
ita) 


A LOOK AT ME... 
GOOD LOOK.... 


MI AM PROFESSOR ERSKINE RAYMOND... 


REPUTED TO BE ONE OF THE MOST BRILLIANT 
MATHEMATITIANG OF THE DAY..." = 


IF I CAN PROVE MY 
THEORY, IT WILL OUT DO 
EINSTEIN'S FORMULA 
THAT UNLOCKED THE 
SECRETS OF 
ATOMIC ENERGY | 12 


"AS I VISUALIZED IT, 
~.) THE 47H DIMENSION 
<_/ WAS PEOPLED BY 
YSNS STRANGE BEINGS... 
INTELLIGENT BEINGS..." 


"I WORKED HARD ON MY FORMULA, AND...." 
$e 
I'M SURE THIS [6 IT....THE FORMULA THAT 
WILL BREAK THE BARRIER. BUT I MUST 
CHECK EVERYTHING BEFORE I TRY IT! 


“My THEORY DEALT WITH THE FOURTH DIMENSION... 
AND IT WAS CORRECT....HORRIBLY CORRECT..." 


MY RESEARCHES HAVE CONVINCED ME THAT 
THE 4TH DIMENSION IS ANOTHER 
WORLD....SEPARATED BY 7 

A SPACE TWE BARRIER! 

IF I CAN ONLY BREAK 

THROUGH THAT 


“AND THEN ONE NIGHT, WHEN I WAS READING A BOOK 
ON ANCIENT WITCHCRAFT FOR RELAXATION..." 
a 


(THIS INCANTATION USED IN >—a0 
BLACK MAGIC TO SUMMON FORTH 
DEMONS....IT...(T’S THE SAME 

AS MY FORMULA / 


wl a. 


THEY MUST HAVE ACCIDENTALLY 
STUMBLED ACROSS THIS VERY FORMULA... 
= AND THE SUPERSTITIOUS FOOLS 
THOUGHT THE PEOPLE OF THE 4TH 
DIMENSION WERE HORRIBLE 

DEMONS THAT DESTROYED 


"I WAS AWARE OF STRANGE SHAPES 
SURGING TOWARD ME 


"AND THEN..." 


"HE WAS HORRIBLE TO LOOK AT....Bi 
AWAY BY THE SUCCESS OF MY FORMULA, I FELT 
ONLY TRIUMPH !" 


THEN I WAS RIGHT! THE 
T AM PLEASED TO BE \ MEDIEVAL PRACTITION- 
HERE AGAIN...AFTER | ERS OF BLACK MAGIC 
DID BRING YOU INTO 
OUR WORLD AND 
B), MISTAKE YOU FOR 
DEMONS! 


SO MANY YEARS ! 


QUITE. CORRECT....AND I HAVE ) WH-WHAT DO 
BEEN EAGERIY LOOKING 
| FORWARD TO MY RETURN! _/ DELICACIES ? 
I REMEMBER THE MANY 
DELICACIES YOUR 
WORLD OFFERS. 


THAT VERY NIGHT, L DREW THE DREAD SYMBOLS 
ON THE FLOOR OF MAY STUDY, AND PREPARED TO 
RECITE MY FORMULA !* 


IN A FEW MOMENTS I 
WILL HAVE BROKEN 
THAT BARRIER AND ONE 
OF THEM SHALL BE 
FORCED TO ENTER 
OUR WORLD! 


YOU MEAN... 


MA 


STEP OUTSIDE, AND I WILL SHOW YOU! AFTER MRS. EVANS...SHE.... 
ALL, NOW THAT YOUR EXPERIMENT HAS BEEN 


SHE'S COME TO CLEAN 
A SUCCESS, IT IS ONLY FAIR THAT YOU PERMIT MY FLAT! IF SHE 
ME TO CONDUCT ONE OF MY OWN ! SEES IT... 
~—. 


"AND THEN, ALONE WITH MY FEARS, I WAS SUDDEN- 
LY GRIPPED BY A SICKENING TERROR!" 
——<— 


HE...HE...WAS TALKING 
ABOUT DELICAC/ES! 
MAYBE THE DELICACIES 

HE REFERS TO ARE... 
HUMAN BEINGS! 


ay / | 
“\NSIDE, I CONFESSED MY FEARS TO MY 


; "T DASHED OUT AND OVERTOOK MRS. EVANS.... 
VISITOR, AND..." I... DON'T CHILLED TO MY MARROW BY WHAT I SAW !! 


HUMAN FLESH. HOWEVER, MY ae ARS. EVANS! ARE AAAAM..... AAAAAM... 
DEAR RAYMOND, I HAVE DINED... YOU ALL RIGHT? AAAAZ..... 
VERY PLEASANTLY INDEED... 


FRANTIC ACCUSATIONS..." 


YOU ARE AS STUPID AS THOSE 
WHO PRACTICED WITCHCRAFT 
A THOUSAND YEARS AGO! 
IT IS NOT HER SOUL I 
ATE...BUT HER M/NO/ 


IDIOT WITHOUT A,SOUL! THE 
ANCIENT PEOPLE WERE RIGHT! 
THEY ARE DEMONS! 


AND WHAT 
IF I REFUSE 


I AM SORRY, RAYMOND... 
BUT I AM HERE TO SITY... 
AND YOU WILL PROVIDE 
ME WITH FOOD WHEN - 
EVER I AM HUNGRY! 


THEN I SHALL DINE ON YOU... 
AND LEAVE! THAT IS 


IF YOU WISH TO BE NOBLE....AND SAVE THE 
PEOPLE IN YOUR WORLD FROM MY APPETITE, 
THEN YOU WILL BE MY NEXT DINNER! IF YOL 
WISH TO RETAIN YOUR BRILLIANT MIND, YOU 


WILL CONTINUE TO SUPPLY ME 
WITH, Y 


"I DECIDED To SACRIFICE MYSELF, BUT WHEN 
THE MOMENT CAME, AND I VISUALIZED My- 
SELF A VACANT, MINOLESS THING.... 


SMITH. ...I...2 UUST COMPLETED 
AN EXPERIMENT....IN MY STUDY!/ RAYMOND! 


LET US GO! 


"THERE WERE MANY OTHERS AFTER SMITH....EACH COMING INTO MY STUDY ON ONE PRETEXT OR 
ANOTHER... EACH LEAVING....A, GIBBERING, MINDLESS THING!" 


SiNeAe dice \ i e 


™ pe, Api 
"iT HAS BEEN HERE TWO YEARS NOW....6QUATTING 
IN MY STUDY... TERRIBLY PLEASED WITH ITSELF..." 


YOU HAVE DONE WELL, RAYMOND! J WHY 

OUR PARTNERSHIP WILL HAVEN'T I 

CONTINUE FOR MANY. THE COURAGE 
YEARS! TO LET IT 


AND NOW, FINALLY, I HAVE MADE UP MY 

MIND! AFTER ALL, J AM THE ONE RESFON- 

SIBLE FOR ITS BEING HERE... HAVE 

DECIDED TO SACRIFICE MYSELF... THE 
NEXT TE IT IS HUNGRY/ 


YES, I HAVE REASONED IT ALL OuT/ LAM NO 
LONGER WEAK! IT IS THE ONLY THING TO OO... 

WAIT....(T...ITIS CALLING ME....(T...IT'S 
. HUNGRY... WOW! 


PLEASE....DON'T BELIEVE A WORD I SAID... 

IT....IT'S ALL MAKE BELIEVE....A WILD 

DREAM....YOU MUST COME TO MY STUDY... 

SEE FOR YOURSELF....I'LL GIVE YOU ANYTHING 

--..\ HUNDRED DOLLARS....NO....A& 

THOUSAND....ONLY PLEASE COME... 
< NOW! 


6 GS) 
a) SS 


THEY'RE MOVING ! 
COMING IN ON ME / 
THIS IS MADNESS, | WAX 
DUMMIES CAN'T WALK/ 
BUT, THEY ARE/ 
HELP! HELP? 


MARRORS « 


ULES MADREAUX WAS THE LAST TO ADMIT THAT | FACE CAME BY, STRIKING A CHORD OF 
US WAX MUSEUM WAS 4 FRILURE, BUT EVEN HE MEMORY, AND TULES' HOPE ROSE... 
| SAW THE HANDWRITING ON THE WALL .. — 
WELL, WELL, IF IT ISN'T \/ JULES MADREAUX ! 
[THE Ee DEVIL TAKE IT/ To a ~ MY GOOD FRIEND, REMMY \ YOU HAVEN'T CHANGED) 
MIGHT AS WELL PUT. ‘ NOUVELLE, THE FAMOUS =A BIT...A LITTLE 
THE SHUTTERS UP! JOURNALIST / IT'S BEEN FATTER, BUT 
ONLY SEVENTY- FIVE 4 DOG'S AGE SINCE STILL THE 
FRANCS TODAY ! 4 ; I SAW You LAST/ 


HOW DO YOU LIKE 


WELL... T HAVE AN ASSIGN- 
MENT FOR THE PAPER, BUT 


COME IN, REMMY, 
IT CAN WAIT... 


I WANT TO SHOW 

YOU MY PLACE, THE 

GREATEST WAX 

MUSEUM IN ALL 
OF EUROPE / 


STUPFY, DUSTY 
AND SHABBY, JULES! 
NO WONDER NOBODY COMES 
HERE ! AH, WELL, YOU 
ALWAYS DID LACK 
IMAGINATION, MY 
FRIEND! 


MORE WAX DUMMIES! ae UH HUH! DR, ZOUAVE, THE‘PRAYING 
ISN'T THAT MANTIS" KILLER, WHO HYPNOTIZES 
ONE DR. ZOUAVE?) HIS VICTIMS BEFORE CUTTING 


PERHAPS, BUT \ / 

YOU HAVEN'T \| IT [SN'T WHAT THE PUBLIC 

SEEN MY DEN WANTS, JULES! YOU'RE 

OF MURDERERS! WAY BEHIND YEECH, THEY'RE / THEIR. THROATS! HE'S STILL 
THAT IS MY THE TIMES! GHASTLY! ALIVE! THE SURETE COULD 
MASTERPIECE! ir“ —"__ NEVER TRAP HIM / 


MGRDERER'S De 


A 
‘" 


\ 

| <a YES, BUT L'D NONESENSE, y PLEASE, IF SO, THAT'S FLEA-BITTEN 
J THEY LOOK REAL WAGER YOU IT WOULDN'T’ \ You WOULD \ IT! DO You 1S IT? I'D STAKE 
ENOUGH BUT LT WOULDN'T SPEND | FRIGHTEN ME | WRITEAN | THINK I'D MY SAVINGS 

DON'T THINK THEY'D | A NIGHT IN THIS ONE BIT, BUT /ARTICLEON /LEND MYNAME \ THAT You 

ROOM ALONE NOW I MUST / THE MUSEUM, / TO THIS FLEA- | WOULDN'T 

Go! IT WOULD / BITTEN ) STAY HERE 
ENTERPRISE? OVERNIGHT, 

ALONE J! 


FRIGHTEN A CHILD! 
WITH THEM ! 
a BRING IN 
$ BUSINESS/ 


3 ALL I NEED 
{eu 


I OFFER TEN THE WAGER WAS SEAL. WITH 4 THE HOURS WENT BY SLOWLY. 
THOUSAND TEE, HANOCLASP/ SOON, REMMY WAS LEF: 
FRANCS IF YOU} FRANCS! | ALONE IN THE SOUNDLESS ROOM, BACK OF NECK... COLD AND. 
STAY HERE HMM, EVERY FACING THE FOREMOST MURDERERS [LAMMY LIKE SOMETHING IS 
OVERNIGHT MAN HAS HIS. OF ALL FRANCE. GOING TO HAPPEN... AW, MUST 
AND WRITE PRICE, JULES! BE MY IMAGINATION / 
AN ARTICLE : TILL TAKE YOUR a 
ON YOUR OFFER! JUST | WAX DUMMIES 
EXPERIENC! BRING ME A f KEEP STARING 
BOoK AND A f 
COMFORTABLE 
CHAIR / 


/ WHAT IN--HE MOVED! YOU UGLY BUTCHER, WHY 
{ HE.,.HE TURNED HIS ARE YOU STARING: At ME 
HEAD AND LIFTED LIKE THAT ? [ KNOW you'RE 
THAT RAZOR! I'D MADE OF WAX, BUT YOU'RE 
HORRIBLE, HORRIBLE / 


x 

/ YOU STUPID PIG! You 

»! NO! / ALWAYS MOCKED ME, 

VERY MUCH ALIVE, AND I \ ARE WAX. f ALWAYS INSULTED ME / 
AND NOW YOU SHALL PAY 


/ YOUIRE MISTAKEN 
M'SIEU NOUVELLE! T AM 


RESENT DEEPLY WHAT you YOUR EYES 
HAVE SAID ABOUT ME, T'VE \re DRAINING / 
BEEN HIDING HERE, WAITING | __ MY 
FOR SUCHAVICTIM AS — | STRENGTH! 
You! Look AT ME. 
LOOK INTO ME EYES. 


WITH YOUR BLOOD! 


NOW THE SKEPTIC IS DEAD! A 
GOOD, QUIET JOB... ALMOST AS 
WELL AS DR. ZOUAVE HIMSELF! 

HA HA HA! IF THE MAD 

DOCTOR COULD ONLY 
SEE IT! 


M'SIEU MADREAUX, YOU UNDER- 
ESTIMATE OUR POWERS! TO 
YOu, WE ARE MERELY WAX 
DUMMIES WHO MAKE MONEY, 
FOR YOU! BUT WE HAVE LIVES 


WHICH YOU COULD NEVER 
UNDERSTAND! 


Roop 


OF OUR OWN AND FEELINGS A 


GOING BACK... BACK: AH, 
THAT IS PERFECT! 


NOW MY FRIEND, IT SHALL REMOVE 
THE EVIDENCE! IT WILL BE ONE 
OF THE MANY UNSOLVED CRIMES 
OF DR, ZOUAVE! I WON'T HAVE 
TO PAY YOU AND T SHALL HAVE 
BIG, BLACK HEADLINES AND 
THEY WILL BRING THE 
CROWDS TO MY 
MUSEUM ! 


NO, NO! 
I'VE DONE YOU 
NO HARM! I'VE 
BEEN GOOD To 
YOu... PLEASE 
DON'T TOUCH 
ME! 


I-I--C-CAN'T KEEP 
MY EYES OPEN! 


. I FEEL WEAR! 


BUT AS JULES TURNED FROM 
GLOATING OVER REMMY'S BODY. 


YWKES!....1v'S DR. ZOUAVE! VI 
BUT I HID HIS DUMMY BEHIND 
THE PLATFORM ! HOW... ‘ 
HOW DID HE 
Wil GET BACK? JG 


—~ 


ss 


NO, LET MELT 
SAW HIM FIRST! 

HE SHALL BE 
MY NINTH VICTIM! 


COME CLOSER, 
MISIEU aa” 


THE PAIN | 
se MY HEART 
MY MEART/ 


mf p 


) 


The E NEXT MORNING BROUGHT THE MUSEUM 


{ THE MUSEUM WAS QUICKLY OVERRUN BY GENDARME: 
ATTENDANTS WHO STUMBLED ON THE 
BLOODY TABLEAU... MADREAUX'S HEART 


BUT THE myserrenTe¥ 
FAILED/ I CAN TELL IT ON THE RAZOR ARE 


MADREAUX KILLED HIM, 
RAZOR, LIKE THE ONE AND THEN FOR SOME 
THAT DUMMY HOLDS UNKNOWN REASON 

IN HIS HEADS DIED OF FRIGHT! 


\SO0n THE WAX MUSEUM REOPENED, BUT UNDER VANo INSIDE... | THEY SAY IT TURNS MY 
[NEW MANAGEMENT WHICH UNDERGTOOD THE IT WAS STOMACH! LET'S 
) VALUE OF PUBLICITY... = DONE ON THIS VERY GET OUT OF 

POSER GIR ate, / _IWANT TO Go! SPOT! YOU CAN REALLY, 
HURRY, HURRY, SEE THE T WON'T BE AFRAID SEE THE BLOOD/ 
SENSATIONAL MUSEUM 


«THEY'RE ONLY 
MURDER, EXACTLY AS: WAX, PAPA { 
IT HAPPENED! 


a 


/TAques, HURRY, GET HIM WHO KNOWS 7 /N THAT GHASTLY CHAMBER 
OUT OF HERE !HES HYSTERICAL }| OF HORRORS WITH /TS DIM FLICKERING 
\_ HE'LL HAVE NIGHTMARES / LIGHTS, ANYBODY COULD BE MISTAKEN... 


NONSENSE, JEAN/ 
THEY'RE ONLY WAX 
DUMMIES/ 


T THEY'RE CLOSING IN-~ I 


\ MATT BUCKET FINALLY MADE HIS ESCAPE FROM PRISON! 

ONO AS HE RAN DOWN A RAINSWEPT ROAD HE COULD BETTER DUCK LOW AND TRY 

{ Mahle THE CUARES, CLOSING IN ON HIM WHEN = TO CRAWL. OUT! ?, 
LY ez — 3 2 ; J 

LC — Gort BuT_ ig 


if Ny, THAT, 


THe THORNY BRAMBLES SOON ENDED... AND BUCKET FOUND 
HIMSELF ENTERING A DEATH-LIKE LAND... 


FEAR RACED THROUGH BUCKETS | BODY... A WILO 
FEAR... A FEAR THAT CAUSED HIM TO ADMIT THINGS 
HE WOULD HAVE ORDINARILY KEPT SECRET... 


LISTEN, YOu Guys! 

I--L'M ON THE LAM! 

HOW DO I GET, CAN ESCAPE 
OUT OF HER ? THIS PLACE ! 


i “ ( 
Zi eaatnin Se 
BUCKET FOLLOWED! HIS ONLY HOPE LAY 
WITH THESE CREATURES! 


I'VE GOT TO DO IT... BUT GOT To 
KEEP MY HEAD/ GOT TO MAKE THE 
RIGHT CHOICE ! 


Bucner enTarer THE STRANGE_ | \BUCKET KEPT MOVING BUT THE 
TRUCTURE AND FOUND HIMSELF FOOTING WAS SLIPPERY... 
INA LONG CORRIDOR... THE VERY 


AIR REEKING WITH THE FETIO THE GROUND'S 60 SLIMY, 
O0OR OF DEATH ! I-- I'M FALLING 
(EEE! 


OH-H/ WHAT A DANK 
PLACE! BUT... HAVE }) 
TO KEEP MOVING! 


4 


earea preter 


ae wir 
et La 


| ERAN MADLY FROM THE DESTINY! HE THREW HIG BODY 


2 = | aS ee ite ae 
MUST NOT - we WE sey —_ 
ESCAPE ! Ceca! — SN ia 


4 STAIRS -- 
YOUR = / BEHIND ME/ 
rr > DESTINY! GOT TO TAKE 


THEM! 


GOTTA FORCE IT OPEN! IT'S 
HEAVY, BUT IT'S OPENING! 


tr 


DUST IS YOUR ¥ 
DESTINY... TAKE 
HIM f = 


| BUCKET BROKE THE BONY GRASP OF DEATH'S 1 I CAN'T REACH 
| DISCIPLES AND RACED THRU THE CEMETERY / - ' THE TOP! IT'S A 


GOT TO HANG ON! THERE MUST BE 
‘A WAY OUT OF THIS GRAVEYARD! 


WHAT IN-- qs WALL 
iS SOFT! L CAN'T 
DiG My WAY OUT! 


7.2 SEE LIGHT! T 
MADE IT! THIS TIME 
XT REALLY AM FREE! 


THERE'S NO OTHER CHOICE! EVEN 
boos IS BETTER THAN A STONE 
D GRAVE! HEY, LISTEN-~ 


Ros SE 
Zz REAM EO SE, 
WHAT ARE YOU DOINGr- iL 
STOP! STOP! N-NO-~ IF HE ONLY DUG. Pre. THING THE TUNNEL 


LITTLE LY UE A 
INSIDE... STRANGE. 
ZA Be ZE MiGHTY STRANGE! 


EZ 


Back when science fiction maga- 
zines were ‘in their infancy, there 
were many stories about lone 
scientistists making terrific and 
sometimes disastrous discoveries 
all by themselves in their home 
laboratories. One of the most 
popular tales of the times was 
this memorable story by D. D. 
Sharp, about a man who dis- 
covered an elixir of immortality. 


" Herbert Zulerich was a big, héavy- 
framed man with a tangled mop of 
shaggy hair which lay back from his 
sloping forehead and clustered about 


the collar of his dark coat, His nose 
was big and prominent, swelling like 
a huge peak upon his face, and his 
mouth was a deep-lined canyon be- 
tween the peak of his nose and the 
bulge of his chin. 

Zulerich’s habits were as strange as 
his face, and ponderous as his big 
body. How he lived no one knew, and 
no one knew either how he managed 
to maintain the formidable array of 
test tubes, and retorts. In his labora- 
tory was every conceivable kind of 
peculiar glass, holding liquids of all 
colors, 

Zulerich had, at one time, been a 
chemist of somewhat more than local 
fame, but of late years he had be- 
come a recluse, staying alone most 
of the time in his big stone house 
just back of the highway where the 
constant stream of autos seemed to 
disturb him but little. 

In truth they disturbed him a great 
deal. Some days he would watch them 
in their hurry as they drove furiously 
along the straight line of paved road- 
way, and into his face would come 
gloom and melancholy. And into his 
Jarge blue eyes would come a hurt 
look; a feeling of sympathy for those 
who seemed so full of life, so fey, so 
thoughtless, 


“Death! Death!” the old man would 
whisper, “Man goes through long 
years of preparation for a few days 
accomplishment before the con- 
queror destroys all.”” 

“So much preparation,” he would 
_ whisper as he shook his big head. “So 

many brilliant minds polished and 
_ blazing for an hour, like roses grown 
__ and tended to be cut for an evening's 


everyone who knew him had 
ago suspected. But what that 
mo one knew and few 
guess. 
The truth was that Zulerich’s mind 
was obsessed by a single thought—the 
; waste of death. And since 


ganic chemicals did. He knew that 
the reaction of those animalcules as 
as distinctly physiological and not 
"merely physical organic and not pure- 
ly chemical. They did not resemble 
_ any known chemicals, for they reacted 
"as individauls and not as mere ma- 
terials. 

Old Zulerich had studied the in- 
~ tricate processes of cellular division 
and multiplication, hoping to pene- 
trate the law of the organism and 
 dicover what it was that, at the peak 
"of growth, prevented further cleavage 
of the cells. In short, ‘the wanted to 
find the principlé which confined the 
“limits of size and growth. Find what 
it was that caused the cells of a liv- 
ing body to increase and multiply until 

ity and then cease growing ex- 
~ eept when incited by a cut or other ac- 
cident to the tissue. Why should a cell 
become active to replace flesh, yet 


as the lungs; or refuse to replace a 
tooth more than once? 
c ited in numerous ways 


vine whether they had individualities 
of their own or whether they were 
bounded by the individuality of the 
whole. He wanted to find whether 
cells had an intelligence which caused 
them to do the remarkable things 
necessary to their co-ordination in 
the body. 

‘Zulerich found out many things; 
stupendous, mystfying things, which 
no amount of scientific theory could 
possible explain. He perfected chemi- 
cals which applied to a rabbit's head 
caused its hair to grow so long as 
to make it necessary for him to gather 
it into a bag. And even then the 
weight of it grew so great the rabbit 
could no longer drag its load and 
he killed the animal out of mercy. But 
its hair grew and grew. His high-wall- 
ed backyard soon held some mons- 
trous freaks from his chemicals; dogs 
with head as big as water barrels and 
bodies of normal size, and rats with 
bodies as big as cows and small pea- 
nut-sized heads. And one day he ap- 
plied a chemical to a horse’s eye and 
the eyes grew out of their sockets 
like long ropes of white sinew with 
great knobs of gelatine-like iris — 
limp flabby canes which dragged upon 
the ground. The effect of this last 
experiment so cut the kind soul of 
Zulerich that he killed the monstrosi- 
ties and wished to abandon the whole 
business, Then he would look again 
from his window over the wide world 
where death laid waste, and he would 
sigh and tighten his lips to plunge 
ahead again. 

Growth was not what Zulerich 
wanted. He was quite content that 
man should retain his present stature. 
What he desired was to increase man’s 
years. 

And then he discovered it. He did 
not need to prove the experiment by 
waiting and watching until the end 
of time to find out whether the cells 
would eventually die, He knew they 
would not die. A few drops of pale 


green fluid in the graduating glass 
in his hand would permit any man to 
live eternally. He knew this was pos- 
sible for he had at last found the 
combination he sought; the chemical 
which continued life without the ne- 
cessity of decay. 

After a year of experiments upon 
his cells he tried a drop upon a rat. 
He caught the rat in one hand and 
held his medicine dropper with its 
pale green fluid in the other. But, as 
the dropper released its globule, the - 
rat moved its head and the drop hit 
the side of its face and spread about 
its throat. It left a scar upon the hair, 
a peculiar scar like a question mark. 
Zulerich tried again with a second 
drop with better success. The rat 
swallowed it. 

Zulerich watched carefully. The 
animal's heart seemed to cease beat- 
ing. The lungs became motionless, 
and yet the rat lived, with a fire in 
its pink eyes. It lived on, day by 
day, week after week, month on 
month, without the slightest loss of 
weight or sign of hunger or thirst, It 
lived with its tiny soul imprisoned 
in it. 

Yet even then Zulerich dared not 
drink his elixir, though his work was 
exhausting his strength and his heart 
was very weak and with its flutterings 
gave him frights at times. There was 


a flaw in his experiment, The animal 
lived without breath, food or water, 
but it was entirely unable to move! 
To see it one would presume it dead 
except for the fire in its fierce little 
eyes and its lack of decay, 

So Zulerich set out to mend the 
flaw, He worked feverishly now, for 
he was a very old man and his heart 
threatened to fail. He did not want to 
die with success just within his reach. 
He did not want to come so near offer- 
ing mankind the one boom it craved 
and then to fail, 

Two years passed before Zulerich 
found the ingredient lacking in his 
pale greenish drops, The thing was 
so simple he had overlooked it al- 
together, He discovered it quite by 
accident, 

One day he had a pail containing a 
solution of washing soda near the 
window and was washing down the 
dusty glass so thus he might see out 
over the blighted world and gain 
strength from its curse to continue 
his work, He would allow no one else 
in his laboratory and washed the win- 
dows himself, 

A few spattering drops fell into the 
motionless upturned mouth of the 
rat where it stood upon the deep case- 
ment. Its mouth was open in the same 
position Zulerich had left it when 


he had forced it to receive the life- 
preserving drops. It had stood a tiny, 
paralyzed, living statue in that same 
attitude for two long years. Zulerich 
had really thought to remove the 
animal from the window before be- 
ginning to wash them, But as he grew 
older he had grown more absent 
minded, He was unable to use the 
same care and forethought he once 
had; but this time his carelessness 
resulted in a great discovery. 

Immediately when the soda 
dropped into the rat's mouth it 
squealed and scurried for cover. But 
it soon came out to nibble a crust 
of cracker the parrot had dropped on 
the floor, 

Zulerich had been overjoyed at 
the rat regaining the use of its mus- 
cles, but now he became worried and 
anxious bi se it developed hun- 
ger—this might forebode decay which 
meant death, 

Even as he pondered he trembled, 
for he knew he was very old and had 
not much time to watch and wait, And 
then as the result of his suspense and 
relief over the new discovery of the 
soda drops, his heart began flutter- 
ing alarmingly. It acted as it had never 
done before, He thought his time had 
come to die, and his precious experi- 
ment was almost completed, perfect- 
ed, but not yet given to a life-hungry 
world, 

All the legends he had ever read of 
the discovery of elixirs of life had 
had their fruits frosted just before the 
eating, And so it was to be with 
him, This was the end, Then he 
though of his drops! He would drink 
them and there would be ample time 
to conclude his experiment, 

He prepared a glass of soda water, 
then went over to the table and sat 
upon his high stool Then picking 
up the vial of pale green, which had 


become dusty with its long idleness 
upon its shelf, he measured his drops. 
But his hand trembled so that the 
vial dropped to the floor and spilt its 
precious fluid. He drank the drops in 
the measuring glass, then he reached 
for the soda water sitting just at a 
touch of his hand, 

He could not move! He had forgot- 
ten he would be unable to hand the 
soda to his mouth, For the moment 
he was too upset and frightened to 
think clearly, He had overlooked a 
very vital thing, There was nothing 
to do but sit and wait for a neighbor 
to pass. He was as immovable as 
though cut in stone, He could not 
move an eyelid. He was very fright- 
ened, 

A weex went by. 

During that week the rat played all 
over the room. One time it came out 
mockingly upon the table before him. 
Zulerich regraded it closely. It was 
not breathing, 

Another week passed before anyone 
came into the house, During this 
time the rat became bolder and Zuler- 
ich had much time to observe it. He 
knew his experiment had been a suc- 
cess, The rat only consumed food to 
replace its physical energy, It need- 
ed fuel for running about the room, 
which of course was a method of 
decay, The rat needed no food to sup- 
port its life, Zulerich knew he had 
discovered a great secret. He had ac- 
complished life perpetual which only 
needed food for its physical energies. 

Then a neighbor peeped in. His 
look of uneasiness gave way to one 
of pained sorrow, The neighbor's face 
became melancholy as he saw old 
Zulerich sitting stiffly upon his stool 
beside his chemical, Zulerich tried to 
ery out, but his voice like his limbs 
was paralyzed. He tried to croak, 
even to whisper, but there was no 
noise at all, He put his appeal into the 
fierce, cold fire of his living eyes 
which were turned straight toward the 
door, The man saw the eyes, bright 
and living. He salmmed the door and 
fled the room. 

Zulerich created quite a sensation 
after that, No one knew what had 
happened to him, They thought he 
was dead, and surmised that he had 
spilled some mysterious compound 
over him which had embalmed him 
with the look of life in his eyes. 

Undertakers came from long dis- 
tances to study him as he sat in his 
laboratory, They pried and tested 


among the fluids in the bottles, and 
ears passed, and still old Zulerich 
was not buried because they believed 
ne had found some marvelous em- 
alming fluid and he was kept for 
»bservation. 

Old Zulerich, growing no older, 
new all this for he sat there, in a 
plass case now, and heard all they said 
ind, saw before his eyes all that was 
lone 

And in the dead of night the rat 
ith its selfishness and its eternal life, 
and the unselfish chemist in his glass 
‘ase, would meet The rat 
would scamper lively across the top 
of the glass case, in which Zulerich 
at as stiffly as though sculptured in 
tone. It would sit upon the table be- 
‘ore him and stare at him with red 
piteful eyes, and then scamper away 
nd Zulerich always knew it by the 
peculiar scar upon its neck, The rat 
new what he lacked. For two lo 
years it had been frozen, as he was 
ow, before he had given it movement 
as well as life, But it was too mean to 
Jo so great a deed to a man. It hated 
im. It never brought him the few 
rops of alkali he craved. 

One day they packed Zulerich care- 
fully in a case and moved him, and 
when the case was opened he found 
himself in a lofty building with the 
mummy of a Pharaoh on one side of 
him and musty relics of other ages 
fall around him, He recognized the old 
building, for in the other days he had 
loved to potter around there and let 
his fancies wander and his thoughts 
eek something tangible in these frag- 
iments of a vanished age. 

As he sat there upon his. stool, 
rotected within his glass case, the 
unalterable line of his vision vaulted 
he narrow aisles below him and 
gazed through the great glass of a 
tall window in the opposite wall 

Out there he watched the throngs 
that passed. People of a day, Men 
who yesterday were babies in moth- 
er’s arms, today fighting up the long 
and difficult ladder for their frag- 
ment of success, to leap tomorrow 
into oblivion at their alloted rung. 

Customs changed, women scram- 
bled with the male, and there became 
even less time or inclination to enjoy 
the fruits of preparation. The years of 
training lengthened, 

In all their years upon Earth, it 
was bound to happen that the two 
should meet again; the rat with its 
selfish greediness and the chemist 


again. 


with his unselfish dream. The rat had 
been seeking him so that it might 
gloat over him as it used to do, So 
that it might scamper upon his case 
and deride him with its motion, But 
the keeper of the museum saw the 
rat and beat it with his broom and 
mangled it with his leather-shod heel, 
This happened in the night and he 
left the rat upon the floor until morn- 
ing so that the cleaners might take 
it away, 

Before the cleaners came the next 
morning one of the scientists who 
were studying Zulerich saw the rat 
lying there upon the floor before the 
case with its mangled body and its 
eyes were so bright and full of pain. 
He stooped to examine it, and his in- 
terest became intense, for its heart 
and lungs were quiet and it seemed 
quite dead; and yet its eyes had the 
same living look of the man Zulerich 
in the glass case. 

So the rat, too, was placed under 
observation and set in a tiny case 
upon a perch just before the case in 
which sat old Zulerich looking out 
upon the great world through the 
big window, The rat in its case cut 
off part of the vision of the chemist 
so that in seeing the world beyond 
the window he must look straight into 
the eyes of the creature to whom he 
had given eternal life, and which had 
been mangled until it was given eter- 
nal pain, 

The years passed on, long years, 
all the longer that there should be 
no end of them. It was all the sadder 
that, instead of viewing the misery 
and waste of eighty years, he must 
watch it for eight hundred years, and 
even then not be done 

Life streamed by under his gaze, 
burning up with decay, Yet he held 
the secert they so much desired. Be- 
tween them and eternal life was a 
connecting link, a few drops of alka- 


line water. The wires of communi- 
cation were down and none had had 
the wisdom nor the wit to raise them 
up. He had the secret, they had the 
power, if they only knew. 

Eager, xious, weary, discour- 
aged and broken, the people of the 
world tramped by; torrents of wasted 
motion. For long years he envied 
them, of all that waste, the power to 
say one small word for freedom. For 
long years the undying man and the 
undying rat stared hatefully at each 
other, For long years he studied and 
contrived within his mind some 
means for breaking the paralysis of 
his body so that he might give eternal 
life to humanity, Then he learned a 
great lesson from a small child. 

The child discovered the mangled 
rat and had seen the pain and desire 
of death in its eyes. She begged her 
father to kill the little rat as he had 
killed her little dog after a car had 
mangled it. 

That night Zulerich’s eyes softened 
as he regarded the rat under the bright 
glow of the electric lights, and in his 
heart felt remorse, For the first time 
he was glad that he had not been 
able to give man magic formula, 
He discovered that he should need 
to improve life before trying to 
lengthen it, e 
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OFTEN HE WOLILD WALK DOWN TO THE EDGE OF HECTOR SHOLILD HAVE BEEN FRIGHTENED BY THE 
THE WOODS AND THERE HE WOULD M, upoITA 'E ON APPEARANCE OF THE LIGLY OLD CRONE, BUT HE 
A/S MISERIES! HE WA ie, Malate MEDI EON ONE WAS TOO STUNNED... TTT a, 

ING OS 


MOONLIT NIGHT WHEN. 
. I'M A WITCH, STUPID A WITCH? LEGS! You aah ADOLT! 
WH- WHO. HAVEN'T YOU EVE SEEN |{ WHAT KIND A_CHANGING 
ARE YOU 4 A WITEE BEFO! 7 OF WITCH? 3 WITCH, STUPID/ 


THE WHOLE SECRET LIES IN 
TALENTS! SOME CAST SPELLS... Now SOU FEEL? yOu 
SOME BREW POISON POTIONS. FEEL LIKE A MOUS “J 
T CHANGE PEOPLE INTO YOU CAN BE. ONE... 
“THINGS \ Wise Nave TO Say 
wa | , \ THE WORDS ! yes 


THEN YOU ARE A MOUSE! SAY, THAT'S REAL T WHY NOT? IF You 
OTSERP. OEGNAHC ANO NOW YOU'RE KEEN...CAN YOU | CAN MAKE YOUR- 
“AMAN AGAIN! CRANE AE. INTO/ SELF PERL LIKE 


FcR LOE HIS EYES... IMAGIN WITH A LOUD, FEROCIOUS ROAR OF SHEE! 
g BES WERE Cah ai HECTOR, THE LION BOUN c OFF tM aKbS EOSIN 


Xi. “The MWAGIC v WORDS, THIS WAS TO GOOD TO ALL TO HIMSELF,’ 


Hi. HECTOR | ALION? SHUCKS 
OION'T SEE A NO; CLEM/ DION'T 
LION COME BY HERE, KNOW ANYONE 
AROUND HERE 
OWNED ONE / 


Becros ANO THE WITCH HAD A BIG LAUGH 
@ IT, BUT THE OLO HAG oe VERY 


UM'S THE WORD, BOY! 

Mua Sori WORD. Fou, 
BREATHE A Word. OF ANY. 
OF THIS TO A LIVING \ 


HECTOR HAD ARRANGED TO MEET THE OLD 
WITCH AGAIN THE FOLLOWING NIGHT... 


BACK FOR MORE, EH? 

WELL, WHAT'LL IT 
BE TONIGHT 7 

YES, DEAR... WELL, ALL RIGHT! BUT 

IVE DONE THE Y MIND ‘YOU.. 

DISHES AND. 


HUNG aime | bio tAsr Nout, o 
CLOTHES,., YOu'LL BE SoRrRY/ 


Awuze LATER, HECTOR WENT THROUGH THE » AND THE GOOD PEOPLE OF (go: SMOKE Wi 
IELINGS , THE WITCH WENT THRU THE. JONS,| ‘NESSED_AN EXHIBITION OF AERIAL AC! opatics 

AND HECTOR WENT THRU THE AlR..-HE WAS SUCH AS HAS NEVER BEEN SEEN ON Wee? 

A JET PILOT! 

LOOK AT, WHAT COURAGE 

HIM Go! THAT MUST 


BUT WHEN THE ARMY DISCOVERED THAT HECTOR'S 
WAS AN UNIDENTIFIED AIRCRAFT, 


AND STARTED! 
SHOOTING AT HIM,HE DECIDED To END “ie FLYING 
CAREER... TEN MINUTES LATER... 


THE PLANE, HECTOR, oy PLANE ? 
WHEs Pe) 


CAME 26 pew 


HECTOR LAUGHED HIMSELF SICK OVER THAT ONE! 
; 
WELL, TLL HAVE WF oKay, HEcKy Boy / 
0 GO HOME BENE Mee 1 
lox: LOY WIFE, MUM THE WORD: 


ER- JUST FOR A PANIC GRIPPED HECTOR'S Hi 
WAL! oo BY ee GRONING SUSPICIOUS, 


RONG IPE” pe pet Cel Aid 
SMILE 7 Ave. "7 "SE DOME AND RIGHT AWAY..- 
WALL L HECKY I Boy.. ) PS? I ANIBHE ON 


weaT LI Al BLACK CHA / 
ge TONIC WITH A BIG SHORD: 7 


A MOMENT L. ATER, HECTOR TH TAM THE BLACK KNIGHT! T 
WAS GALLOPING FULL BrpeO Ss JUSTICE FOR MY 
WOME ANG Mis WIE FRIENG RECTOI OR AT Si 

COSTUME ANDO 

SHOW YOURSELF! 


an PARE TO M is 
MSER TNS awd eee Seeks ; ase 
GNP YOUR HUSBAND 1s me A ae WN, 


JOKING Pos IS No song 
ee ole pare, 


H-HEC TO! 


A 


SHE SCREAMED_AND PLEADED 

KNIGHT SHOWED NO MERCY! H 
HER FACE, DELIGHTED AT SEEIN 
CRINGE, WEEP AND BEG..._ ra 


77 mT CAME HOME FROM 
MY WALK AND FOUND 
= HER THAT WAY,/ 


TELCO WEEN Ae PURES CHER TH 
GAER Wile THE TALK BEGAN 70 ANNOY FHA! 


I FEEL SORRY y ONLY A_ COWAROLY 

Fe estos: ONLY. BRUTE’ ee [-Jo) 7 

UNATIC COULD } SUCH A THING TOA 
VE DONE HER 


IN THAT WAY; LIKE HER! 


THEN WITH ONE MIGHTY SWOOP OF -H/S 


Be SWORD, HE SPL/T HER IN HALF / 


_ /IT TOOK A LOT OF STRENGTH 
>| TO SPLIT A HUMAN IN HALF 
THAT WAY. IER, SOMEONE 

BIG AND POWERFUL 


% 


Hecror TOLD THE POLICE HOW HE, AS THE 
LACK 4 


KNIGHT TOOK VENGEANC! 
POR ALL HIS SUFFERING / 


“HE TOLD THEM Ai 
ON HIS WIFE | | “TRANSFORMATION 
J | LAUGH HARDER. 


I'VE TOLD THE TRUTH! 
YOUVE Got TO Wine he? 


I'VE A 
Hf 


LREADY BROKEN M' 
ISE BRE WITCH,,, I 
LIKE 
AT: i 


No SOONER WERE THE WORDS OUT OF His mound, 
WHEN A STRANGE, Bie THING HAPEENED/| ..THE SEARCH PROVED FRUITLESS 


/ THE TRUTH BE- 
THERE WAS.A BLINDING FLASH Bf HaWr AND CAME CLEAR... THE RAT WA 
NOW WAS... 


HECTOR /! 
WHERE HECTOR SAT THE: 


IT'S A TRICK] 
FIND HECTOR? 


NO THAT'S HOW IT HAPPENS THAT IN THE LITTLE 
Axo. OF. ARDSMORE THEY'RE GOING TO 
HANG ARAT! | wae 


WE FIND THE DEFENDANT... ER. 
WEFBE HALLOWAY GUILTY oe MURDER 
IN THE FIRST DEGREE! 5 


S$... yo. DON'T BELIEVE 
IN GHOSTS 2? WELL, NEITHER 
20 4 LOT OF OTHER PEOPLE! 
Va REYNARO WAS A NON~ 
BELIEVER... UNTIL HE MET... 


\\ 
i 


EY 


THE GHOST. WET YOu 
fe O BE 5 AND 


THAT THE GHOST | $0 SMART, PAUL, 
REALLY EXISTS/4 ANSWER THAT! 


-|/ BAK! IT'S JUST AN JUST AS THE BUT LHIT, 
| OLO DRUNK WHO LEGEND SAYS / HIM, TOO / 
LIVES IN THAT HOUSE! ERY NIGHT iE / THEY GO 
THROW THINGS AT @® EIGHT THE GHOST 
HIM ANO WE'LLSEE | WILL APPEAR AND 
IF IT'S A GHOST! WALK THE RUG 
DE MORTI 


> 


rAND I SAY \ (ano rsayTHere ) /I DONT KNOW 
iS NO SUCH A WHO'S RIGHT, 
OSE 
5 


"AND IF HE ISN'T 


AGHOST, HOW 
THING ASA GHOST/IF | BUT LOOK. / OID HE GET 
HE IS A GHOST WH, \ THROUGH THE poorways | 
HE 00 NOTHIN y L GET. 
THIS NONSENSE 
AND GO BACK TO 
MONSIEUR LA 
IOS! I'M 


He YEARS PASSED || PAUL OCCASIONALLY RETURNED TO ALMOST EIGHT O'CLocK! HMM-- 
cKL LY AND AG is THE SCENE OF AIS CHILDHOOD... ABOUT TIME FOR THE GHOST OF 
RUE DE MORTE TO MAKE HIS 
“AND HERE'S WHERE ) ENTRANCE! NEVER DID FIND OUT 
USED To STEAL IF THAT STORY WAS TRUE... BUT 
THERE'S NO TIME LIKE THE 
PRESENT To FIND OUT! 


SEPARATE Ways / 
REALIZING THAT 
HIG CHANCES FOR 
SUCCESS WERE 
REYNARO TURNED 


ae. WAS GooD 

0 PAUL AND THE 
TELee IAN FROM THE 
SLUMS CHANGED 
INTO A SUCCESSFUL, 
UNG xis gene 


OT LE Stide AROUND "TIL EIGHT ANG 
eal N Py GET HIM, JEAN... 
Sg SEE WHAT HAPPENS / = as / WO LOOKS. LIKE HE'S TO SHARE 


<= ; CARRYING PLENTY, /\ WITH US... 
; ye OF FRANCS! 5 HA! 
\ = ( iH! 


ian var TY Sean? \ 
ECOGNIZED THERE! TI TAKES f 
US/ HE'LL REPORT US/ ohee OF Hans Ae JEAN? | 
THERE'S ONLY ONE WAY WON'T REPORT +1 one ote 
TO MAKE SURE HE US To ANYONE No9-0/ 
DOESN'T! LIKE —, 


i HOW LONG HAVE I BEEN LYING 
HERE? IT SEEMS LIKE HOURS.., 
ANO_WHY CAN'T I GET UP 7-~ 

I CAN'T RAISE MYSELF / 


EIGHT O'CLOCK--- TIME FOR THE GHOST! 
NOW /5 THE CHANCE TO SEE IF THERE 
1§ SUCH A THING... /F HEREBY 

Y EXISTS, HE CAN HELP ME / 


THERE HE (S/HELP HERE, LET M OH THANK YOU,., THANK 
ME! HELPS OON'T HELP You! YOu! I KNEW YOU'D HELP 
YOU SEE ME? 7 


FAKE... THERE |S NO ~ SUPPOSE TAM, BUT | CAN'T BE... IMHEKE ) AS THI GHOST OF THE 
SUCH THING AS THE | THAT DEPENDS ON NGSID ‘x 
GHOST OF RUE DE WHAT YOU MEAN! | @lONGSIDE YOu? ee een! 


HELPED ME TOMY J 
FEET, I FELT YOU 
WERE JUST UE 

LIKE ME... & 


NOW T KNOW YOU'RE A) LIKE YoU? YES... | THAT's ME/auT it Y YES,SON ALONGSIDE ME---BUT 
3S THE NEW 


WHAT MYSTERIOUS CREATURES 
INHABIT THE AIR AROUND US... 

-} ANO THE EARTH BENEATH OUR 
FEET ? PAT CARTER ACE GIRL 
REPORTER HAS A.GLIMPSE OF 
THEM DURING ONE NIGHT OF 
TERROR=- WHEN SHE WATCHES 


A MAD ARTIST FAINT..- 


oy = 
Q2 SERIES OF SHOCKING 
~S b MURDERS Rock AN OLD 


NEW ENGLAND CITY... 

ASH! ANOTHER 
BLOODLESS BODY WAS 
JUST FOUND NEAR THE 

WATERFRONT... a 


THAT 
KILLER AIN'T 
at sbeees 
SOOY BREA! 


NEWS-HEN PAT CARTER RUSHES TO THE 
MURDER SCENE AND FINDS HER E beTEETNE 


‘BYE NOW, > 
JIM!T HAVE 
10 GET BACK Pp 


SSR 


YES? t 
WHAT Do ! 
YOU WANT? | 

F 1, 

, j 
na Wh \ 
“ y 


A REPORTER, EH? CURIOUS ABOUT 
MY PICTURES, T SUPPOSE? WELL, / 
I CAN SPARE TEN MINUTES / y 
COME IN.,, bap, GOING IN AFTER HER, 


fll, ot 
LEE 
EE 


( MEANWHLE. INSIDE THE HOUSE... Way Nor? LOOK AT THIS ONE 
Z'VE HEARD PEOPLE ASK 
SUCH ee UKE, rae If 


EA We! 2 

FULL OF OGRES, GARGOYLES 
AND baad WEIRD 

BEING: 


1 ve im 
bis 


NOW YOU WILL SEE THINGS 
YOUR GENERATION HAS 
NEVER SEEN! 


«) LOOKAT THAT BRICKED- SEE! HA-HA! T AND LAST, BUT MOST 
OvER ARCHWAY! IT HAVE A MOVIE IMPORTANT..THE BAIT... 


AH YES.» 
THE BAIT! 


aS Stn 

TO INLOCK THE 
AND HA-HA 

SUBJECT) NOW ARE > HA-HA! 


YOU BEGINNING TO 
UNDERSTAND? 


NOW YOU CAN 
SEE WHY THE SUBJECTS 
‘OF MY PAINTINGS LOOK 
AUVE ! 


YOURE RIGHT! 
THERE'S SOMETHING... 
WATCH CLOSELY! 


AND WE 
DISCOVER THAT 
THE ARCHWAY 
STILL CONNECTS 
WITH THE ANCIENT 

TUNNELS / 


i Me 


S0,1 PAINT FROM 

/ LIFE WHILE THE 
cA ECORDS | LET ME OUT 
NERY DETAIL FOR / OF HERE... 
© THE FUTURE / “2 PLEASE! 


OH, PLEASE! 


yy 


7 \ 
mld_\\ 


L 
CONTAINS ENOUGH 
POISON TO KILL 
AN ARMY! 


DWN 


IT THAT MOMENT. IT CAME FROM W ‘THE Door's 
BELOW! THERE'S | LOCKED, T'Li~ 
WELL, HER oo 


TIME |S 


NEXT DAY INJIM'S OFFICE. Vy, 
Yi, 


PSIMIT saw ) AW. 
ITLIT WAS / BABY, 


\T--|T'5 REAL/ WoW-W/ THIS IS WHERE 

PRANKENS TERS WeMe We /~ THE MONSTER UNDER- 

WAS A PIKER COMPARED STOOD ABOUT THE 
TO THAT? POISON ! 


G200 LORD! 
OOK WHAT'S HAPPENING 
TO GILMAN.., 


/_ CAN YOU IMAGINE HOW PEOPLE. Y I KNOW HOW 

{ WOULD FEEL IF THEY KNEW WHAT / THEY'D FEEL... 
NOT A WORD OF I UNDERSTAND, \\ MONSTROSITIES INHABIT THE > BECALISE I'M 
THIS MUST LEAK OUT/ ns SIM! I PROMISE../ VERY EARTH UNDER THEIR ) / GOING TO FEEL 
I'LL REPORT IT TO THE / 4 NO STORIES... FEET? \THAT WAY FROM 
PROPER AUTHORITIES... 4 rai NOW ON ! 
BUT THE GENERAL 
PUBLIC MUST 
NEVER KNOW! 
WED HAVE A 
PANIC IN NO 
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@ “NEW YORK, September 30 CP 


FLASH. 

Ambassador Holliwell died here 
today, The end came suddenly as 
the ambassador was alone in his 
study... .” 

There is something ungodly about 
these night wire jobs. You sit up 
here on the top floor of a skyscraper 
and listen in to the whispers of a ci- 
vilization New York, London, Cal- 
cutta, Bombay, Singapore —they’re 


your next-door neighbors after the 
street lights go dim and the world 
has gone to sleep. 

Jong in the quiet hours between 
two and four, the receiving operators 
doze over their sounders and the 
news comes in. Fires and disasters 
and suicides. Murders, crowds, catas- 
trophies. Sometimes an carthquake 
with a casualty list as long as your 
arm. The night wire man takes it 
down almost in his sleep, picking it 
off on his typewriter with one finger. 

Once in a long time you prick up 
your ears and listen. You’ve heard 
of some one you knew in Singapore, 
Halifax or Paris, lo .g ago. Maybe 
they've been promoted, but more 
probably they’ve been murdered or 
drowned. Perhaps they just decided 
ASK ANY NEWSPAPERMAN-—STRANGE REPORTS {6 quit and took some bizarre. way 

COME IN TO HIS OFFICE SOME NIGHTS. out. Made it interesting cnough to 

HERE IS A FAMOUS WEIRD TALE, ORIGINALLY &¢t in the news. 


PUBLISHED OVER FORTY YEARS AGO, UNDER THE govt of tie sine you ae and done 


TITLE OF “THE NIGHT WIRE,” BY AN AUTHOR | and tap, tap on your typewriter and 
LONG SINCE FORGOTTEN: H. F. ARNOLD. wish you were home in bed. 

Sometimes, though, queer things 

happen. One did the other night, and 
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I haven't got over it yet. I wish | 
could, 

You see, I handle the night man- 
ager’s desk in a western seaport 
town; what .the name is, doesn’t 
matter. 

There is, or rather was, only one 
night operator on my staff, a fellow 
named John Morgan, about forty 
years of age, I should say, and a 
sober, hardworking sort. 

He was one of the best operators 
I ever knew. what is known as a 
“double” man. That means he could 
handle two instruments at once and 
type the stories on different type- 
writes at the same time. He was one 
of the three men I ever knew who 
could do: it) consistently hour after 
hour, and never make a mistake. 

Generally, we used only one wire 
at night, but sometimes, when it was 
late and the news was coming fast, 
the Chicago and Denver stations 
would open a second wire, and then 
Morgan would do his stuff. He was 
a wizard, a mechanical automatic 
wizard which functioned marvelously 
but was without imagination. 

On the night of the sixteenth he 
complained of feeling tired. It was 
the first and last time I had ever 
heard him say a word about himself, 
and I had known him for three 
years. 

It was just three: o’clock and we 
were running only one wire. I was 
nodding over reports at my desk 
and not paying much attention to 
him, when he spoke. 

“Jim,” he said, “does it) feel close 
in here to you?” 

“Why, no, John,” I answered, “but 
T'll open a window if you like.” 

“Never mind,” he said. “I reckon 
I'm just a little tired.” 

That was all that was said, and 
T went on working. Every ten min- 
utes or so I would walk over and 
take a pile of copy that had stacked 
up neatly beside the typewriter as 
the messages were printed out ip 
triplicate. 

It must have been twenty minutes 
after he spoke that I noticed he had 
opened up the other wire and was 
using both typewriters. 1 thought it 
was a little unusual, as there was 
nothing very “hot* coming in. On 
my next trp I picked up the copy 
from both machines and took it back 
to my desk to sort out the duplicates. 

The first wire was running out the 
usual sort of stuff and I just looked 


over it hurriedly. Then I turned to 
the second pile of copy. I remem- 
bered it particularly because the 
story was from a town I had never 
heard of: “Xebico”. Here is the 
dispatch. I saved a duplicate of it 
from our files: 

“Xebico, Sept. 16 CP BULLETIN. 

“The heaviest mist in the history 
of the city settled over the town at 
4 o'clock yesterday afternoon. All 
traffic has stopped and the mist 
hangs like a pall over everything. 
Lights of ordinary intensity fail to 
pierce the fog, which is constantly 
growing heavier. 

“Scientists here are unable to 
agree as to the cause, and the local 
weather bureau states that the like 
has never occurred before in the 
history of the city. 

“At 7 p.M. last night municipal 
authorities . . . 

(more)” 

That was all there was. Nothing 
out of the ordinary at a bureau 
headquarters, but, as I say, I noticed 
the story because of the name of th 
town. 

IT MUST HAVE been fifteen 
minutes later that I went over for 
another batch of copy. Morgan was 
slumped down in his chair and had 
switched his green electric light 
shade so that the glean missed his 
eyes and hit only the top/of the two 
typewriters. 

Only the usual stuff was in the 
righthand pile, but the lefthand batch 
carried another story from Xebico. 
All press dispatches come in “takes” 
meaning that parts of many different 


stories are strung along together, per-* 


haps with but a few paragraphs of 
each coming through at a time. This 
second story was marked “add fog.” 
Here is the copy: 

“At 7 p.M, the fog had increased 
noticeably. All lights were now in- 
visible and the town was shrouded in 
pitch darkness. 

“As a peculiarity of the pheno- 
menon the fog is accompanied by a 
sickly odor, comparable to nothing 
yet experienced here.” 

Below that in customary press 
fashion was the hour, 3:27, and the 
initials of the operator, 

There was only one other story 
in the pile from the second wire. 
Here it is: 

“2nd add Xebico Fog 

“Accounts as to the origin of the 
mist differ greatly. Among the most 


unusual is that of the sexton of the 
local church, who groped his way to 
headquarters in a hysterical condi- 
tion and declared that the fog or- 
iginated in the village churchyard. 

“It was first visible a soft gray 
blanket ¢linging to the earth above 
the graves,’ he stated ‘Then it began 
to rise, higher and higher. A sub- 
terranean breeze seemed to blow it 
in billows, which split up and then 
joined together again. 

““Fog phantoms, writhing in an- 
guish, twisted the mist into queer 
forms and figures. And then, in the 
very thick midst’ of the mass, some- 
things moved. 

““T turned and ran from the ac- 
cursed spot. Behind me I heard 
screams coming from the houses 
bordering on the graveyard.’ 

“Although the sexton’s story is 
generally discredited, a party has left 
to investigate. Immediately after tel- 
ling his story, the sexton collapsed 
and is now in a local hospital, un- 
conscious.” 

Queer story, wasn’t it. Not that 
we aren’t used to it, for a lot of 
unusual stories come in over the 
wire. But for some reason or other, 
perhaps because it was so quiet that 
night, the report of the fog made a 
great impression on me. 

It was almost with dread that 1 
went over to the waiting piles of 

«copy. Morgan did not move, and the 
only sound in the room was the tap- 
tap of the sounders. It was ominous, 
nerve-racking. 

There was another story from 
Xebico in the pile of copy. I seized 
on it anxiously. 

“New Lead Xebico Fog CP. 

“The rescue party which went out 
at 11 p.m, to investigate a» weird 
story of the origin of a fog which, 
since late yesterday, has shrouded the 
city in darkness has failed to return. 
Another and larger party has been 
dispatched. 

“Meanwhile, the fog has, if pos- 
sible, grown heavier. It seeps though 
the cracks in the doors and fills the 
atmosphere with a depressing odor of 
decay. It is oppressive, terrifying, 
bearing with it a subtle impression of 
things long dead. 

“Residents of the city have left 
their homes and gathered in the local 
church, where the priests are holding 
services of prayer. The scene is be- 
yond description. Grown folk and 
children are alike terrified and many 
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are almost beside themselyes with 
fear, 

“Amid the wisps of vapor which 
partly veil the church auditorium, an 
old priest is praying for the welfare 
of his flock. They alternately wail 
and cross themselves. 

“From the outskirts of the city may 
be heard cries of unknown) voices. 
They echo through the fog in queer 
uncadenced minor keys. The sounds 


resemble nothing so much as wind — 


whistling through a gigantic tunnel. 
But the night is calm and there is. 
no wind. The second rescue party. . 
(more).” 

T am a calm man and never in a 
dozen years spent with the wires, 
have been known to become excited, 
but despite myself I rose from my 
chair and walked to the window. 

Could-I be mistaken, or far down 
in the canyons of the city beneath 
me did I see a) faint trace of fog? 
Pshaw! It was all imagination. 

In the pressroom the click of the 
sounders seemed to have raised ‘the 
tempo of their tune. Morgan alone 
had not stirred from his chair. His 
head. sunk between his shoulders, he 
tapped the dispatches out on the type- 
writers with one finger of each hand. 

He looked asleep, no; endless- 
ly, efficiently; the two machines 
rattled off line after line, as relentless- 
ly and _effortles as death itself. 


hair, read- 
shoulder the type as it 
came into being, word by word, " 
Ah, here was another: 
“Flash Xebico CP. 


“It is the end, indeed, Since 4 p.m. 
yesterday the fog has hung over the 
city. Following reports’ from the sex- 
ton of the local church, two rescue 
parties were sent out to investigate 
conditions on the outskirts of the city. 
Neither party has ever returned nor 
was any word received from them. 
It is quite certain now that they will 
never return. 

“From my instrument I can gaze 
down on the city beneath me: From 
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“There” will be no more. bulletins 


the position of this room on the 
thirteenth floor, nearly the entire city 
can be seen. Now I can see only a 
thick blanket of blackness where cus- 
tomarily are lights and life. 

“J fear greatly that the wailing 
cries heard constantly from the out- 
skirts of the city are the death cries 
of the inhabitants. They are constant- 
ly increasing in volume and are ap- 
proaching the center of the city. 

“The fog yet hangs over every- 
thing. If possiblé, it is even heavier 
than before, but the conditions have 
changed. ™stead of an opaque, im- 
penetrable wall of odorous vapor, 
there now swirls. and writhes a 
shapeless mass in contortions of al- 
most human agony. Now and again 
the mass parts and I catch a brief 
glimpse of the streets below. 

“People are running-to and fro, 
Screaming in despair. A vast bedlam 
of sound. flies up to my window, and 
above all is the immense whistling of 
anseen and unfelt winds. 

“The fog has again swept over the 
city and the whistling is coming closer 
and closer, 

“It is now directly beneath me. 

“God! An instant ago the mist 
opened and T’caught a glimpse of the 
streets below. 

“The fog is not simply vapor—it 
lives! By the side of each moaning 
and weeping human is-a companion 
figure, an aura of strange and vari- 


+ colored hues. How the shapes cling! 


Each to a living thing! * 
“The mén and women are down. 
Flat on their faces. The fog figures 
scaress them lovingly. They are kneel- 
ing beside them. 
dare not tell it. 
“The prone and writhing bodies 


“have been stripped of their clothing. 


They are being consumed—piece- 
meal. 

“A> merciful wall of hot, steamy 
vapor has swept over the whole scene. 
Tcan see no more. 7 

“Beneath me the wall of vapor is 
Changing colors. It seems to be light- 
ed by internal fires. No, it isn’t; I have 
made a mistake. The colors are from 
above, reflections from the sky. 

“Look, up! Look up! The whole 
sky is in flames. Colors as yet un- 
seen by man or demon. The flames 
are moving; they have started to in- 
termix; the colors rearrange them- 
selves. They are so brililant that my 
eyes burn, yet they are a Jong way 
off. 


They are—but I 


“Now they have begun to swirl, 
to circle in and out, twisting in in- 
tricate designs and patterns. The 
lights are racing ‘each | with each a 
kaleidoscope of unearthly brilliance. 

“IT have made a discovery. There 
is nothing harmful in the lights. They 
radiate force and friendliness, almost 
cheeriness. But by their very strength, 
they hurt. 

“As I look, they are swinging closer 
and closer, a million miles at cach 
jump. Millions of miles with the speed 
of light. Aye, it is light the quintes- 
sence of all light. Beneath it the fog 
melts into a jeweled mist radiant rain- 
bow-colored of a thousand varied 
spectra. 

“I can see the streets. Why, they 
are filled with people! The lights are 
coming closer. They are all around 
me. I am enveloped. IL. .” 

THE MESSAGE stopped abruptly. 
The wire to Xebico was dead. Be- 
neath my eyes in the narrow circie of 
light from under the green lamp- 
shade, the black printing no longer 
spun itself, letter by letter, across the 
page. 

The room seemed filled with a 
solemn quiet, a silence vaguely im- 
pressive, powerful. 

I looked down at Morgan. His 
hand had dropped neryelessly at his 
sides, while his body had hunched 
ever peculiarly. I turned the lamp- 
shade back; throwing the light 
squarely in his face. His eyes were 
staring, fixed. 

Filled with a sudden foreboding, I 
stepped beside him and) called Chi- 
cago on the wire. After a second the 
sounder clicked its answer. 

Why? But there was something 
wrong. Chicago was reporting that 
Wire Two had not been used through- 
out the evening. ~ 

“Morgan!” I shouted. “Morgan! 
Wake up, it isn’t true. Some one has 


been hoaxing us. Why . . .” In my 
eagerness I grasped him by the 
shoulder. 


His body was quite cold. Morgan 
had been dead for hours. Could it be 
that his sensitized brain and auto- 
matic fingers had continued to record 
impressions even after the end? 


I shall never know, for I shall never 
again handle the night shift. Search 
in a world atlas discloses| no town of 
Xebico. Whatever it was that killed 
John Morgan will forever remain a 
mystery. x) 


2,2 TO THE FROZEN NORTH LAY 
THE LANDS OF THE MYSTERIOUS 
TLINGIT INDIANS --A WASTELAND 
FEW ADVENTURERS DARED EXPLORE! } 
THE LONE ONE THAT DID SUCCEED /N 
REACHING THE INTER/OR STAGGERED 
BACK TO CIVILIZATION A RAVING 
MANIAC, BABBLING FEVERISHLY OF 
A "TEMPLE OF THE DEAD’ 7 


ONE DAY AS HARLAN WORKED OVER THE RE- 
CONSTRUCTION OF A PREHISTORIC FLYING LIZARD... 


GIVE ME THE 
MONEY TO 
FINANCE AN 
EXPEDITION... 
WHO'S THAT ? 


THIS JUST CAME 
TO THE MUSEUM-- 
ONE OF OUR EXPLOR- 
ERS SENT IT To You SJ 
FOR EXAMINATION | . 
IT LOOKS LIKE A 
STIFF...4 FROZEN 
STIFF ! 


YOU'RE RIGHT, MBN: ’ WELL,OLD FELLOW! 
THIS ONE LOOK: < Y 


FRESH... BUT, r 
SUPPOSE IT'S THE 
ICB..,NO BODY 


GIT 
MEDICINE MAN! 


LT WAS RIGHT! IT'S ONLY A STONES--TRINKETS IN THE 
HUNCH, BUT SOMETHING TELLS WAMPUM.,.ANO A MAP / 
ME THIS WAMPUM BAG HOLOS SHOWING WHERE THE 
THE CLUE TO WHAT I'VE GREAT CHIEFS ARE BURIED 
ALWAYS BEEN DREAMING ALONG WITH THEIR: 
ABOUT ! TREASURE...A "TEMPLE 
OF THE DEAD". 


AnD AS HARLAN STARED "AT THE MAP, A 
GHASTLY APPARITION SLOWLY ROSE FROM 
(T'S TOMB OF ICE... 


THE TEMPLE OF THE DEAD 

THAT NO ONE HAS. BEEN 

ABLE TO FIND! BUT IF T 

DISCOVERED IT... HEY, jy 
WHAT'S THAT 7 


YOU,.,WHITE MAN... 


ERATION SEIZED THE 
coe THERE! AND 

PERE HED HARLAN, AND THRPE ANG or 
POUCH ! 


NO DEAD INDIAN'S: 
GOING TO GET M 


IT MYSELF 


I'VE GOT TO GET OUT. 
OF HERE WITH THE 
MAP...I'M NOT GOING 
TO LOSE MY 8IG 
CHANCE ! 


TWAT NIGHT OVER THE DINNER TABLE, | 
HARLAN'S WIFE LiSTENEO UNBELIEVINGLY... 


[te0K AT THE MAP, ESTHER ! JUST IMAGINE 

WHAT WOULD HAPPEN IF I FOUND ALL THAT 

\ TREASURE! I'M TIRED OF BEINGA APN 
"MAN! THIS 16 MY CHANCE 

is WITH YOUR FINANCTAL 

C HELP, T'LL TAKE IT! 


He 


CHANCE T= BUT WE'LL 
GO TOGET! 


WE COME IN YOUNG CHIEFTAIN IKOWA / TWO STRANGERS CAN 
TAKING A LEAVE | PEACE, CHIEF! WE MUST BE TESTED--AND Us NO Mt 
OF ABSENCE THESE INTRUDERS CAN 


CRAVE save 
TO STAY! NOT WATCH THE HIDDEN! My PEOPLE 
CEREMONY! DO NOT LIKE STRANGERS! 
| TRAVELED THE 
VAST DISTANCES 
TO THE NORTH, 


FOLLOWING 5 THE 


MO NGI Ts 
MEDICINE 
MAN... 


As 7 HEY WATCHED, A WEIRD CEREMONY 
oN OLDEO BEFORE THEIR EYES... 


INI 
COMMUNE WITH YOUR ANCESTORS” 


ei 


G i 


I'LL TAKE ALL I 


HARLAN BIDED HIE, ahs, THE OLD CHIEFS ARE CAN... ANDO... WHAT'S 
ANDO LATE THAT T HE BURIED HERE... ANO THAT ? 

LEFT HIS WIFE, ANS. GACELED LL THEIR TREASURE ! 

Line oe THE SLUMBERING oe 


SACRED TEMPLE OF THE 
Tae bes ee IN 


CHIEF IKOWA RAISED HIS IN DESPERATION, HARLAN 
HARPOON, HURLED IT TOWARD Erica ONE OF THE SKULLS, 


HARLAN, BUT... 


Tm oe ~ 
ONE geae BODY ON 
MY HANI 


0S -- I'VE GOT 
TO GET RIO OF IT... 


FILLED WITH FEAR, HARLAN 
TuMe I LED TO THE CLIFF'S 


YOUNG CHIEF 
yea faa 


rate YoU. 
NST 


HARLAN was 
UNHEARING AS HE 
PICKED UP THE BODY. 


HEED US, IKOwA! 
PO NOT. FAIL 


‘TRUE OR NOT, HARLAN 
COULDN'T BE SURE, BUT 


I MUST BE our HE OID SEE THE DEAD 
OF MY MIND! T CHIEF ee iece sr. 7O FIRST 


These SPEAKING, BEAR a ‘AR A WHALE / 
WHALE! 


CAN'T Be! 


HARLAN SCURRIED HOME, SURE THAT HE WAS 


ONLY IMAGINING | BUT THE NEXT MORNING... 


IT IS AST BUT-- BUT WE 
FORETOLO-- )( HAD NOTHING 
TO DO WITH 
IKOWA'S 
OISAPPEARANCE! 


T'LL BAG THIS ALL, 
ANDO... WHAT'S 
THAT ? 


3 BUT, IT COULDN'T BE! 
T KILLED HIM LAST 
NIGHT ANO THREW 
HIM INTO THE OCEAN! 

IT IS HIS HARPOON 


THAT SPEARED THIS 
AT SEED x gs 


HARLAN KNEW THAT To CISOBEY MEANT 

DEATH! BUT LATER THAT NIGHT... 

iy I'LL GET THE 
TREASURE NOW.., 


A CHANCE LEFT 
TO DISTURB ME! 


- > 


IKOWA! YOU HAVE yoiceéS-- BUT I'LL 
PASSED ONE TEST-- BRING BACK THINGS 


au 


NOW AVENGE THAT THOSE IN THE 
YOURSELF OF YOUR, MUSEUM NEVER 
ENEMIES / YOU HAVE DREAMED EXISTED: 
ae SPEAR 

ul i 


mo AUTHENTIC 
Swi mm COLORS. 


GLOW in the 
DARK EYES 


Imagine your friends 
shock when they see the 
“MONSTER” reaching out 
—sinister as the wildest 
nightmare. Bigger than 
ife—Frankenstein—the 
man-made monster that 
terrorized the world. 7 
feet tall, with eyes that 
glow eerily in the dark 
for a special thrilling 
chill. So lifelike in au 
thentic colors, that you'll 
Probably find yourself 
talking to him, Won't 
you be surprised if he 
answers! 

There is also his perfect, 
companion—BONEY the 
SKELETON—stark and 
Scary—just a wonderful 
balr to set your hair on 
en 

MONEY BACK GUARANTEE 
Just send $1.00 plus 35¢ 
to cover postage ana * 
handling for each mon: 
ster you want. ORDER 
TWO AND SAVE. (The same 
35c for postage and han: 
dling applies to orders 
for TWO MONSTERS —a 
total of 2 for $2.35) 

Your money back if not 
satisfactorily horrified. 
WONOR HOUSE 

DEPT. 472mR9 4 
LYNBROOK, W. 

1156; 


RAQUEL 
WELCH 
PILLOW 


ony 
What man wouldn't 
$B enjoy spending a 
night with Raquel 
Welch? Well, we.can’t 
deliver her, But we can 
deliver that next best thing 
<a 12" x 24" inflat- 
able pillow of Raquel made 
ed vinyl to se 
as your headrest, Kee 
for yourself of show her to 
Your friends, Livens up 
one 
els this great gag 
item, Just send $1.98 plus 
‘35¢ shipping charges to 
WOWOR HOUSE 


DEPT. 472RW9 4 LYWBROOK, 


WY State resins asd uta and focal sales tax 


“STINGER AUTOMATIC” 
50-22 Cal. Pellets Fr 


Looks and Feels Like Full Size ‘James Bond” 
style German Automatic 5¥z inches long — 4¥2 
inches high. Fires 22 cal. pellets just as fast as 
you can pull the trigger with realistic moving 
Slide action. Great for fast action combat—type 
target practice. 50 reusable 22 cal. pellets free. 
Free supply of targets. Money back if not satisfied. 
Just send $1.25 plus 25¢ Not soid in NY City. 
HONOR HOUSE 


Dept. 472PK94 Lynbrook, N.Y. 11563 


IMPORTED 


LOCK BLADE 
STILETTO 


9” Overall Length fips 
5" When Closed openin 


© Opens instantly stan tane 


Tocks auto 
@ Sharp and Frauen; 
Tough 


prevent acct 
je Stainless 


dental closing 
Razor sharp 
Steel Blade 


tough stainiess 

steel blade for re 
lable use and nara 
long service Money 


ALLEY SPORTS MO Div. 


Dept. 472ST94 
35 Wilbur Street, Lynbrook, N.Y. 11563, 


“POWER AUTOMATIC” 
Pellet Firing Target Pistol 


FREE 50 Reusable $425 
22 Cal. Pellets only 1 


Rapid firing 22 cal. fully 9 inches long with the 


look and feel of an “undercover” automatic, Snap 
the "silencer'’ on or remove it for fast combat. 
type target practice, FREE 50 reusable 22 cal 
pellets and supply of targets. Money back guaran 
tee if not satisfied. Just send $1.25 plus 35c for 
postage and handling 
HONOR HOUSE PROD. Dept. 472PA94 
Lynbrook, N.Y. 11563 
Not sold in NYC 


X-RAY SPECS 


An Hilarious Optical tWlusion 


~~ 


Scientific optical principle really works. Imagine 

you put on the "X-Ray'’ Specs and hold your 
hand in front of you. You seem to be able to 
look right through the flesh and see the bones 
underneath, Look at your friend. Is that really 
his body you “see” under his clothes? Loads 
of laughs and fun at parties. Send only $1 olus 
25¢ shipping charges Money Back Guarantee 


HONOR HOUSE PRODUCTS CORP 
Lynbrook. NY Dept 472xR94 


SKIN HEAD WIG <> 


R 


Most people try to grow hair. This is just the 
opposite, Made of flesh toned latex to fit all 
heads, really changes your appearance. Just 
send $1.00 plus 15¢ for postage and handling 
HONOR HOUSE DEPT. 472SW94 LYNBROOK, N.Y. 11563) 


8 MM MOTION PICTURE 
Color cue & White PROJECTOR 


ONLY 
558 


Complete 


FREE: NEW THRILLING SENSATION 
i 


Add 3-0 Stereo effect with “Miracle Specs 
which makes people (ook so full and real you 
can reach out and touch them. One pair 
comes with each projector. Additional pairs 
are $2.98 each 


FEATURES: 


* Sturdy Construct + Speed Control tor fast 
+ Complete with Ser ‘or slow motion 
+ Guaranteed 


WAVE ALL THE FUN OF PRIVATE MOVIES 
WOW AT THIS LOW PRICE 
Precision engineered and compact. Completely 
portable in its own case, Needs no electric outlet 
Since it 1s battery operated. So simple and sate 
fo use even a child can operate it. Its double lens 
focusing is sure and easy for bright, clear pictures 


10 DAY FREE TRIAL—Money back guarantee on 
10 day free trial. Don't delay—send $6.98 plus 
75c for postage and handling or send $1.00 good 
will deposit and pay postman balance on delivery 
plus C.0.0. and postage charges. Add $2.98 for 
each pair of additional “Miracle Specs.” 


MONOR HOUSE PROD. CORP., DEPT. 472NP94 


New York 11563 
Residents add applicable Sales 1. 


SECRET BOOK SAFE 


With Combination Lock __ ONLY 
Only You Can Open od has 


The Secret Book Safe looks just like any book so no one 
would think to look for valuables in it. But even chance 
Giscovery leaves your possessions safe — securely 
locked by a combination only YOU know — because YOU 
yourself have set if. Simple instructions show you 
how Tough under structure is covered with simulated 
leather binding to look vst like a real book Just send 
$1.00 plus 35c postage and handling for each book 
Safe you want Money bach fe not satistied 
WONOR HOUSE DEPT. 47285: 11563 


PELLET FIRING 
LUGER°AUTOMATIC 


3 Seem a 
° 
o FuLty auromaric $49 
Avtamatte ful lay mode 

aie Se, ud | 8 
“contains over 18 
per. Loads 8. completa 
Pounds whlch snap ‘ia the Net Sold Jn 
bard 3 simulating cy [4 Mew York City 
fer. Fires’ 8 bullet. shaped, pellets 
Ete slide action. Mage ef bewey, high impact 
‘yrone with amazing attention te 

IST AUTHENTIC MODEL OU WE'VE EV 


by 
'NY'State residents add state and local sales tax 


BUT AS HARLAN FILLED HIS BAG WITH | / I'VE GoT TO GET OUT OF HER 
SACRED TREASURES WITH THE STUEE/ TILL TAKE ONE 
I HEARD Your ; ESTHER! TKOWAL ne NE 74 
HE'S ALIVE / 


TIME I WILL NOT y im 
FAIL TO AVENGE 
MYSELF ! 


— 
HIS CRY ROUSED THE THAT BAG! AYE-- AND THE 
PEOPLE ANO HIS WIFE... TT BELONGS SPEAR |S THAT 


— OF CHIEF |KOWA| 
7 IT'S HARLAN -- I'D / HUSBAND! FEEL THE OUST, 4 
KNO THAT 


AND WHAT'S / WOMAN! 
THISZ IT'S /\S6 THE LAST TIME 
ousT! YOU SHALL TOUCH 
YOUR HUSBAND / 


W HIS Mele 


me AS 


No TRACE OF ESTHER'S HUS- 
BAND WAS EVER FOLIND! THE 
TLINGITS TOOK HER BACK TO 
CIVILIZATION! NO ONE NOTICED 
EXCEPT PERHAPS THE INDIANS, 
(A HE ee ee NEW. 


